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Hybrid Corn 
Chem. E. So. 
THEY arrived at the farm, checked in their time cards, and went to the field with the rest of the crew. One hundred 
and twenty acres today, the boss' orders. 
One by one each tied a handkerchief over his nose and mouth, 
then started through the field between numbered rows. 
It was cool as Warren strode through the waving leaves, the 
dew drenching his shirt. From somewhere ahead came the pop-
pop as the tassels were snapped out. His row was rather l ight-
just a few here and there. Soon he reached the end, and came 
back beside his neighbor. The sun had begun to warm the 
earth, and the dew was gone. Still he kept a fast pace, and rested 
a few minutes at the end. 
The second row seemed longer, and it was getting hotter and 
hotter. There were more tassels to pull now, and he had to go 
slow. Occasionally he stumbled on a clod or furrow, and loose 
dirt had gotten into his shoes. He broke a stalk, then another, 
and threw both into the next row, swearing. The foreman might 
be following. 
He met his neighbor and paused to exchange a word, but there 
was a whinny from nearby, and they both went on hurriedly as 
the foreman's head showed up over the tall stalks. He reached 
the end of his second row and started back, the sun now in his 
eyes. 
TJIS handkerchief slipped from his face. He stopped to fix it, 
and the damp, dirty place where it pressed against his mouth 
nauseated him. The pollen from the male rows sifted into his 
hair and over his face. It was hot—hot and dusty, and still he 
plodded onward, down that long half mile. 
A sharp leaf slashed his face, stinging as sweat trickled into the 
cut. There was no other sound—he was all alone, the others far 
ahead. He pulled faster and faster, but the tassels here had not 
been pulled well on the last round and there were many of them 
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stuck tight. The stalks were high. Sweat rolled into his eyes, 
and he stopped to wipe it off, then trudged on. The end of the 
row seemed never to come, and then it was there. He got a drink 
of luke*warm water from the big five-gallon milk can. 
He rested a few minutes till the foreman assigned him to a new 
row. The sun beat down on him as he started again, pulling 
tassel after tassel.. . 
* 
Only One Can Walk the Path 
sxfobett Aiotf&n 
Sci. '40 
JOHN WEBER carefully counted his change as the agent pushed it under the bars on the window. He looked to see 
if Sarah was in sight, then stuffed the return trip ticket in his worn 
billfold, and counted his change; yes, exactly sixty-three cents— 
and the ticket. 
He smiled absently at the agent who had already turned back 
to his telegraph. The agent should have seen that smile—it was 
the kind a photographer would pay for. 
John walked very straight, just enough to make his shoulders 
hurt, as he stepped out of the door. He wanted to swallow some-
thing huge and indefined that was inside him someplace. He 
didn't know where, because it made his legs weak and yet it was 
in his throat when he tried to swallow. It made it even harder 
than ever to say anything—particularly what he wanted to say. 
John stopped on the platform by the grey airplane suitcase with 
the Hotel Greystone marker on it* He thought he heard the 
whistle, and reached in his coat again for the ticket, then decided 
he only imagined the train was coming. 
John looked at the girl on the other side of the suitcase. She 
wasn't really very tall when he took particular notice, he thought; 
come to think of it the top of her head did just fit under his 
own lean chin when they danced or when—oh, well, why remem-
ber that now; it was all past. 
"I—I." That lump was tied to his throat with two hot, taut 
cords that hurt him. 
December, 1940 43 
